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4H En erſtanding the. 

Occaſion ft = Wt ors Writing this 
enjuing P © E My. 1 wu tell you ; That 
Rhyming B A T T.(lkethe Bell-man 
of this Zen at Chriſttnas ) made Jome 
. Heroick Stanza's upon the Author, who, 


in Requital and Grititude, a hs 
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To'the laud and praiſe of Bartholomew Kempfter, 
Clerk, Poet, Cutler, of Holy-Rood's in Southamptoy. | 


'AD I! O had I! Batt, thy face and throat, 
a . Could I betune the Flock with ſuch ſweet note, 
| Could I with equal Metre Hopkins fit, 
»- Out:Sternhold, Sternbold, Wiſdom eke outwit; 
Then would I venture to ſet forth thy Praiſe, 
And rob Church-Pews to crown thy Head with Bays. 
Or had I for thy ſakethe Tripl ce | 
Of Cerberw, to bark three ways at once, 
Clerk, Poet, Cutler, Baw, waw, waw, beſides 
. That Cardinal Vertne, for 'on Mules it rides, ' 
Patience I mean, in' which thou doſt excel , ; 
As all thy Neighbours and'thy Wife can ell ; 6s 
Three Trumps then would I Ln to thy Renown, 
And from thy Fame immortalize my own. 
Ingenious Bart! by Trade ant Nature fit 
To ſet an Edge both on our Knives and Wit. 
Vulcan, they ſay, made mighty s for Mars, 
(Cuckolds are kind) bit he ne'r made a Verſe. 
| Apollo he made Verſes, but ins life - 
1 never heard that er'e he made a Knife. 
Now Bat: does all that. both theſe Gods could do ; 
Hammers out Verſes, andhard Iron too. 
To ſheath ſtrong ſenſe in MetaphMick words, 
Is but the making Scabbards for his Swords. 
He'is a two fac'd Pump, whoſe Spouts do run 
Smith's water one way, other, Helicos. .. 
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| Have you not ſeen the thing our Butler uſes, 
| With cabin'd belly, things cal!l'd double Cruiſes ? 
.. The right ſide Vineſar, the lett holds Oyl ; 
The Emblem's that of Wit, and tx of Toy), 
Such is the Skull of Batt, in. which the Brains 
Are” parted into Poetry and Pains: ' 
He, writes and works fo equally, you'd think 
One Cheek were black'd wich Smoak, t'other with' Ink, 
. Thrice happy temper | for what makes our life 
More pleafant than a good Witand good Knife ? 
Without their help,, who can,/good 'Chritmaes keep ? 
Our Teeth would water, and our Eyes would weep : 
Hunger and Dulneſs would invade our Feaſts, | 
Did not Bat: find. us Arms againſt ſuch Gueſts. 
He is the cunning Engineer, whoſe Skill 
Makes Tools to carve the Goole, and ſhape the Quilt 
Fancy and Wit unto our Meals ſupplies ; 
Carols, and not minc'd meat, make Chriftmas Pies. 
'Tis Mirth, not Diſhes, ſers a Table off ; | 
Brutes.and Phanaticks eat and never laugh. .. 
What man of Teeth then-can be ſo ingrate, 
To ſlice Roaſt-beef, and not remember Bart? 
When Brawn with powdred Wig comes ſwaggering in, 
And mighty Serjeant uſhers in the Chine, 
What ought a wile man firſt co think upon ? 
Have I my Tools ? if not, 1am undone : 
For *tis a Law concerns borh Saint and Sinner, 
* That he thathath no Knife,muſt have no Dinner. 
So he falls on ; Pig, Gooſe,,and Capon feel . 
The goodnefls of his Stomach, and Bati:'s Steel. 
In ſuch fierce Frays, alas, thete go Remorle is ; 
All Flehis Grals, which makes men eat like Horſes - 
Buc-when the Batcle's done, off goes the Hat, 
And, each man ſheaths, wich God-a-mercy Barr. 
So when the Miſtreſs cafHot hit the Joyne, 
Which proves ſometimes, you know, a difficult point, 
'Think on a Cuckokd, '{traight the Goflips cry: 
But think on Baz7's gaod Carying-knite, fy I; 


yo ——__ —_— - % — w of _ 
Pay a 
- . ” o * 
rr — oo i ng, © . A \ 
wo ——< k k - by _ k : 
. T_ * , k. 
by » 4 Te 
. % 
® . 
_ *, 
- LN 


te Pa 4 
C5]. 
That ftill nicks ſure, wichout offence and ſcandal : 
Dull Blades may be beholding to their Handle ; 
" But thoſe Barr makes are allſo ſharp, they ſcorn 
To be ſo charmed by his s Horn, 
When 1. the Edges of his Ware have-ſeen, '. * 
(Seen they could not be, they were all fo keen) 
When L have foung their Temper all ſo good, 
'From the lagyy Rapier to the Oyſtgr-ſpud ; 
Happy, thrice happy *cis, -I us'd. to ſay, 
Fogall Mankind, who wiſh for length of. day, 
That Batt no Cutler.is unto the Fates ; # 
His Sheers would cur 6nr Threads at ſtrange rates: 
Snip, "tis u0 more ; there's work for Batt, and die 
We muſt, to find him Cakes and Elegy. 
O mortal men ! is Eating all you do 
At Chriſt-tide ? or the making Sing-ſongs ? No: 
Our Batt can dance, play at high; Jinks with Dice, + 
Act any Primitive Orthodoxat Vice, 
Shooing the wild Mare, tumbling the young Wenches, 
Drinking all Night, and Sleeping on the Benches 
111 ſay that for him, *avere he-to be hang'd , 
He is as true a Blade as ever twang. 
Shew me a man can ſhuttle fair and cut, 
Yet always have three Trays in hand at Pute : 
Shew-me a man can turn up Noddy {till, 
And deal himſelf three Fives too. when he will : 
Corſcludes wich One and thirty, and a Pair ? 
"Never fails Tenin Stack, and yet plays fair. 
If Batt be not that Wight; L looſe my aim ; 
If any elſe pretend unto the ſame, 
And ſay we dare not match. him for a Pot, 
They lye provided Batt's Wite knew it not. 
Hark, th&@ Bells coll at Holy-Roods ; away 
To Church, this is - Batr's Exerciſing-day. 
He's ſally'd out from fign of Pole and Baſon, ; 
Wich Clargy-Cloak, clean Band, and Sunday-face on. - * 
Some commend Eunuchs chanting in the Quire, 
But how they ſhould learn Prick-long, I admire. "6 » 
; me 
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Some praiſe their Skill who lwwhite/Surplico ſing, - 

Fa,la, ws (ol, Anthems, or ſomeTuch thing : 

But let them not our {mautty Clerk _ 

Blackbirds ſtill whiſtle better-than Magpies . 
Their charming Trill and Thrombo's muſt give place 

'To the melodious Confort of BatPs face ; | 
AhLY es I* ne Oro emtinray oo 
n each {weee Note: est 

And better Muſick it moſt timesa = 
To ſze his Strains, than hear the bi of i theirs. / 2. 

Then at the Godly Twapg, the ors Std-aves, 

Without which, Service is done halves: - ' 

Compar'd to him, what are they ? thing 


As is his Bell-rope to a File ring 
and Groan, 


No more like him for Goggle, 
Than blind Batt is to Batt with four Eyes on. 
ores the CR — Har . 
. All Churches, pels eeting-hou a 
Summon all men "or edifying Voiee, 
From Deans and Chapters, to the Singing- -boys, 
Chaplain, and Vicar, LeQurers to boot : 
"Nay, thar our Challenge may be brave and ſtont, 
- Take in th'Apprentice, by Indenture bound, 
- On every Sabbath-day the feven years round, 
To ſpell his Maſter faft aſleep,” and then | 
Se he wakes,and'gdping;crie—Amen. * 
If any (bar miſtakes) greater pace © ? 
-Can read the Chapters, let*um take Bair's place, _ 
Well then, put on thy Eyes, aid look" about thee ; 
Do what we can, we can do: nought without thee : 
Let's woo and woo, and j will, What then ? 
It comes to nething, till ay Amen. 
No Woman can be Church's, till Batt appear ; 
A Chriſtening is no Ch JK he's there. 
Wihout his help, 24#8, Betty, Tom, and Wl, ' - 
 Sweer Babes, God kriows Had all been Cakobread fin: 
If any well-diſpded Petfon is ſick 
Batt's lent to -; Collects "og are than Phyk ck : 
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Tofay the truth on'c, Batt,no main cati be 
With credit hang d, without thy tacultie :* - 
For who without a Plalm doth take alwing, - 
Dies like-a Dog ; hang him, he would not ling : 
But who turns off in tyme, *s a proper man, 
'And, Batt, thy Knife may cuthim'down agen. 

Nay; were Ito be buried for my life, 
And all the learned Parill-Clerks at ſtrife 
Who ſhould the Shovel ſhake, Barr ſhould be he, 
Or elſe be buried who would for me. 
He can go through the work, and cloſe my Grave 
Not with Duſt only, þat an Epitaph. : 

Then, in a word, he is the-nobleſt Blade 
That ever Frac'd the Wheel and Whetſtone Trade ; 
The Or f our Church, che greateft Lay-man 
That ever folemnly dbut A---men. 
He is the Wit, the Mirth, Religion, 

he very Life and Death of the whole Town. 

Cc is— Hold, Mule ! ' Batt's Batt, and fowill be ;- 
Should I ſay more, *twould be Battologie. 


The VISION. 


Old, hold my head! Q Fove, thowknow'ft my pain, 
When Vulcan was Man-Midwife to thy. Brain, 
As Batt the better Workman is temine ; | 
Batt ! thou that mak'ſt allthe whole Pariſh whine, 
Come, tune my Fancy, as thou doſt the Plalms, 
And'with thy Bellows raiſe Poetick Flames, 
No Inkhorn will 1 dip in but thy mouth, | 
Where Wooll, black-Wooll, fit for {ad purpoſe growth : 
But leſt the doleful Theme fhould make itdry, 
We'll ſer, that's Mourningtoo, a black Por by. 
Bright Sd, with Perniwigot cunkd Carrot, 
And a Face laccar'd _ like:-Hhis Chariot, * 
The gheerſal Auchorioh al Winand Light,  - 
But what the re ſtalks witkine Night, - 
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| Had drove the Stage-Coach to the place. of reſt, 

——— Dreſt all his Horſes, and himſelf undreſt, 

=» With Nights black Stockin had becapt his head, . 
WT - - And-ſoftly crept to Madam Thets.bed: 
4*- Where what he did, 1 think I need notname 
We Mortals, by hisinflience, do the ſame. 


I wink'd, and winking Men, molt Viſions [pie 1 
When to my -Fagcy (what cag't Fancy do?) 


[ 

: | Bald was hisCrown, but briſtly-was his Beard ; 

| I ſaw no Horns, but he was over-ear'd. 
Grief: had fo ſunk his Eyes, that through each hole 

| Methought I could look quite through to his Pole. 
In his Dark-lanthorin-face, Noſe ſtood for handfe, 

And a white Tooth ſupply'd tht inch of Candle. 
A Cloak upon one ſhoulder hangs as thin, 

' But not ſoblack as was the Wearers skin : 

| To which compar'd, Charcoal and Jer ſeem wan; 

F *T would make deep Mourning for an Aff ices. 

| A piece of dirty ſtretching Leather fac'd 

| His breaſt ; an Apron, or his Conſcience wat 7 

| ibs He drivelFd Ink, from Noftrits Tar diſtilld, -. 
F Piſs'd Coffee, and with Pitch his Hoſe full-filq. 
| No Fumes from footy Hypochandria ſent, 
q | Could a more diſmal Viſion repreſent. - 
Ac firſt approach, in ſweat and fear I laid, 

And ſoftly Fee fas furmm thrice over. faid. 

Enchanted fo, Devil, what art I cry'd;; 

Your. very humble Servant, he reply'd. 

_ the God of Wit = ade; | 

''8 grand Improver'sof the Rhyming Trade ; 

q | Mechanick Fancy, atrue Greſharhite, 5 


$i One that can ſing, file, hammer, and indite. Gt. 
= 1 _ Or if you wauld in Mbdern Langnage know it, - 
: 1 am a Philo-pyro-technical 


I do appear in Elegiack Tatter 


» Twas then, juſt then, ſoft ſlumber ſeiz'd mine Eye, 


Appear'd a Satyr ſad, and fullof woe: Bay's Perſon deſcribed. 


. Surceaſsto w , .reakin; Mortal;that here | = 


| Grief, 
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-Grief, grief 'tis bringsme unto'thee to waite, 

_ as _— — for Baits deareſt Mate, 
to complain of this ungrateful Town, 

Which lets a Matron of ſo good Renown, 

An Alder-woman of the ſacred hill, 

Die, without Tribute from each Gooſe's quill - 

One, at whoſe Grave all Muſes oughe to meet, 

Like Swans, with -breaſts and i 

And with ſweet crown her godly life, 

The common right of every Poets Wife. 


Hampton, O Hampton, in the days of yore, 
The lawful Pride ot, all the Southerrs ſhore, 
With all advantages of Nature.grac'd, 
Betwixt the Arms of fair- Antone plac ; 
Guarded by Eorreſts both on Land and Sea, 
From Storms, and Man, the ruder Enemy, 
By Neptune and his Argonauts careſs'd 
And all that were in Tarpawlin drefs'd. 
Admir'd for Beauty, but for Riches more ; 
For nothing can be handſome that is poor. 
Fertile in men of Valour and loud Fame, 
In Knights and Giants, as thy Gates proclaim, 
And gentle Poets, -without whom thoſe Wights 
Had got bur little honour by their fights. | 
Upon thy Banks fam'd Sternbold did compoſe Sternhold bore is 
Thoſe two laſt Staves which Batt ſo oft dothnoſe. H*®Pton. 
Batt to thy Altars too ſweet Metre brings, 
And makes as learned Anthems as he ſings. 
Here once eacia Tradeſman could both work and write z 
As Coblers whiſtle at it, they'd indite. 
Invention was fo pregnant, that oft-times 
Men would talk Poetry, that could not Rhymes. 
Poems were paſted up in every Hall Formerly every bouſe bad ſe- 
Asthick and thin.as Cobwebs on the wall. **74! /acrea Rhymes in its 
Here you might view Haman in all-his pride, 
Us'd like a Rogue, hang'd, and then Diccified. 
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Or the ewo Eld2xs, Poets in/'theincime,. 
+ Tempting Suſana in Battoick: : LY 
Each Kitching, Parlor, Chamber, were all dreſt here 
With Sampſon, Foſepb; Daniil,'or £ Heſter. © 
No Room was thotght well fu for Converſe, 
Till hung wich Buckfam paint and Buckrath-verle. 
Nay, I have ſeen @ Balldd-full of wit, -- . 
Tore down to finge-a Goole upon the Spit, 
Bleſsd Town !- where did the God's e're grant before, 
Thar men might all be Poets, and not poor ? 
A happineſs ne'r in Parnaſſas known, k 
Nor couldft thou, Hampren,: call ivlong thy own : 
For Age, who like a Bloud-hound,  Glary traces 
And deſtroys Towns as welt:as handſome Faces, 
Hath made thee poor and dull like other places.- 
Imp'd with ſwift wings, thy Beauty's fled away, 
The very ruines of thy Pride decay. | 
Thy Gates are mouldred, the Portcullis ſhew'th, 
Like rotten Teeth in an old womans mouth. 
Walls, Forts and Towers imo their Trenches ſlide ; 
The Caſtle looks like a Noſe Frenchiffd ; 
As though in vain the Monſieur heretofore 
Had made thee ſhift thy Lodging for a Cure. The Town burnt twice 
Whither are all thy winged Loversflown, 9% *be French. 
The mighty Carracks and great Gallion, 
With all that numerous train which did reſort 
In Marine Coaches to thy crowded Port ? 
They ceaſe their Courtſhip now, and only own 
Thou haſt been once a rich and handſome Town: 
But Time hath put a'period to thoſe days : 
Farewel; when Miſs grows old, the Gallant ſtrays. 
Nor art thou Bankrupt grown onty'in Trade, 
But 9h, thy very Wits too are decay'd: » 
Whither are now the race of Chimers gone, 
Thy Quibble-Squires, and Knights of Helicon ? 
All the Wit-Jobbers are quite broke, they lay, 
Here's ſcarce one left that can at Craimbo play, 
Nothing of Wit or Poetry remains, 
But thread-bare Coats,no Money,and crack'd Brains. Oh, 


Oh, Heavens, 
Shall we want ; Fair? © 

The merry Fidlers long fince left the-Town, The vas formerly 
And now of latethe Gallowsis broke down 5 42% fer the 
Which by the ancient Charter ftilt:did uſe - £997 £14 Town: 
To furniſh matter for the Tragick Muſe, | 

No wonder then if Poetry decay, 

When ſuch Encouragements ateta'traway. 

There was a time when not a Dog could die Batt mad! an £- 
Within theſe Walls, without an Elegie. _ #pon bye. 
A Dog of Note, I mean not every Dog on og 
Bred upto tug the naſty cail of Hog ; v7 oP 
But ſuch as Quand,who liv'd in gentle faſhion, 7he Dog died of 
And di'd as Genteels do, of ' Recreation. a Clay. | - 
But at Megg: Grave they now all ſilence.keop, Batt Bude av Elegy 
Asthoughthey fear'd co-wake her front her ſleep: 429% bis Wife. 
Not all the Marker will afford a Verſe | 
To pin upon a Siſter-Poers Herſe: 
Poet by Marriage, ſo ſheclaims that honoar, 
As Madam hers, by a Knight's lying on her. 
Nay, Batt himſelf ſtands mate, as dull and dead; 
As Friar Bacon's thrice negle&ted head. Y 
That Sonof Fancy, got in Raptures, he 
Whoſe life and living is all Poetrie, 
Who fuck'd Projodia from his Mothers Teat, 
Till like a Caterpiller he was all Feet: 
A walking Ode, a Hymn of Ekes and Ayes, 
Whole Pulſe is but the ſcanning of his days ; 
He who ne'r ſpeaks nor thinks, buc in true time z - .. 
Farts Epigrams, and ſnores 'um too in Rhyme z 
He, he ſtands diſinſpir'd, and ſome ſuppoſe, - 
Intendsto take hisleave of her in Proſe. 

A tame wild bealt of late, knowing he muſt, 


. When he grew fat, be damn'd to Paſty-craſt, 
Ehoſe a morenoble fate, and licking in | 
Poyſon,preventedthe Cooks Rowling-pin. =Batt made an Elegy 
Heroick A&! which noble Bare did {corn by wr? ru 
(Hoping to be rewarded with a Horn). . 


Should 


2s Men at Sermons ule, Bart Zoludl the Pape Wu 


e's knockingaehe door for Dues. Ka had 
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